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woman. Ageless, she was- In a monotonous voice she told me that
the water reservoirs were going to be blown up and that 1 should
fill my bath-tub and buckets with water, for God knows how long
Paris would remain without water, I made a deprecating gesture.
I didn't want water. Unnecessary to add, no water reservoirs were
blown up. The situation was too tame for that.

I stood there, irresolute, in the square. Nothing moved. The
old woman and the policemen were gone. I wanted to smoke.
I realized 1 had no cigarettes. 1 left the square and went into a
Bar-Tabac. I mechanically asked for a glass of white wine, and I
drank it. A few men lingered at the bar. There was no talk.
Anyway, I was in a hurry. I couldn't say why. I emptied my glass
and went to the tobacco counter. 1 asked for cigarettes. A middle-
aged woman was the proprietress. She handed me a packet of
High Life, and when I wanted to pay she said to me: "Just keep it.
I'd rather give it to you than wait for them to take it away from me."
She added a second packet and then, driven by a visible impulse,
started to distribute her stock of cigarettes. I went out.

I returned to the square, and there was Paul: he had a perfect
black eye. According to his story, he had got it the night before
from a policeman. But that, he said, was the last thing that police-
men would ever do to him. The policeman hit him because he
praised the Germans in a pub. To-day, he assured me, that police-
man would praise the Germans much more than he ever did.
"You're talking a lot of rubbish," I said; "it's a damn good thing he
hit you and you'll see that nothing is going to change where the
sentiments of the populace are concerned, They'll hate the
Germans more than ever." "You'll be surprised," Paul said,

I was surprised, nay, stunned. A little later Nona, Dodo, Paul
and 1 walked down to the Boulevard Clichy. fn the rue dcs Abesscs
the market was on, A lot of women, and vegetables lying in the
middle of the street. We reached the Boulevard through the rue des
Trois Frercs, and stopped at the corner. A crowd had collected
and the pavement was dark with it. On the road the Germans were
coming along. It was a grey stream; and that first day of occupation
it was an endless stream.

The first thing I noticed were their helmets, so very different
from the French and English helmets. German helmets are boastful:
they are in themselves a declaration of war. The next thing that
struck my eye was their excellent equipment and their discipline;
and, then, how tired and young the troops looked. It was horse-